


Dall thoughted, walking anong the nunmneries 
Of many « myriad aneaones 

In the close copses, I grew weary of Spring 
Till I emerged and in xy wandering 

I climbed the down up to a close pine clump 
Of eix, the tallest dead, one a ners #tunrp . 
On ome long stem, branchless and flayed and prone, 
I sat in the sun listeing to the wind alone, 
Thinking there covld be no old gong go sad 

As the wind's song; mt later none so ¢elad 
Qould IT remember as that sane wind's Ss Origr 

All the time blowing the pine bougshe among. 
My heart that had been still as the dead tree 
Awaxened oy the weet wind was made free. 
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